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Mark

'Tis said that charity makes amends
For a multitude of transgressions.

Maurice

But our perjured loves and our faithless friends
Are entitled to no concessions,

Marie

Old man, these many years side by side

Our parallel paths have lain,
Now, in life's long journey, diverging wide.

They can scarcely unite again;
And  though,  from   all that I've seen  and
heard,

You 're prone to chafe and to fret
At the least restraint, not one angry word

Have we two exchanged as yet.
We've shared our  peril, we've shared our
sport,

Our sunshine and gloomy weather,
Feasted, and flirted, and fenced, and fought,

Struggled and toiled together;
In happier moments lighter of heart,

Stouter of heart in sorrow;
We've met and we've parted, and now we
part

For ever, perchance, to-morrow.
She's a matron now; when you knew her first

She was but a child, and your hate,
Fostered and cherished,  and nourished and
nursed,

Will it never evaporate ?
Your grievance is known to yourself alone

But, Maurice, I say, for shame,
If in ten long years you haven't outgrown

Ill-will to an ancient flame.